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“Wavhe the ieller that works the camera wasn't looking.”

“The Herring Business Is Now a Side Issue,”’ Says
Zapp. ‘““Next Week Polongin and Schlapp

are Going to Release Their First
Fillum, ‘The Fatal Murder.’ ”’

By MONTAGUE GLASS,
usirations by Briggs.

Ihe Tribune Assn.

66 l 1.7 Sam Polongin in the subway
norning,” Barnett Zapp, the
t manufacturer, said, as with
the aid of his thumb and a quart of gravy

d from his portion of ge-
1 I'arfel, he demonstrated
the caj v of a slice of rye bread.
And how the herring business?”
uis Birsky the real estater asked.
What do you mean—the herring busi
Zapp demanded. “The herring
business is now a side issue for Sam, Him
and J. Schlapp of Katzberg & Schlapp
n the pants business has formed the

ness?

sty are going to release their first fillum
by the name ‘The Fatal Murder.'"

“The way it looks nowadays,” Birsky
uid, “everybody has got two businesses
business and the moving
icture business,”

"All except the feller in the cheap candy
tusiness,” Zapp said, “There ain't noth-
g in the cheap candy business no more.

~his regular

Sirsky, on account if a lady gives her six-
j-ear-n‘:r': boy five cents he should buy
‘imself a taffvy on a stick, y'understand,
he poes right a way 1o a moving pictures
metead and blows in the nickel to see
Thou Shalt Not Covet Thy Neighbors

Wife," 3 feature fillum in five reels.”
Not cheap candy,” Birsky said.

NOT aione

but every husiness is feeling the effects
of the mo nicture business—a few
Msinesses {avorable, like the delicatessen
ind lunchroom business, which the near-

Stsome married men has got to a home-
“oked dinner since the moving pictures
%arted is a half a pound of sliced lunch-
Kartoffel Salad. Then
“tie is the epectacle business, which
_"'"'”‘ in former times ladies whose hus-
“nds made from thirty dollars a week
“wn used 10 get housemaid’s knee from
“eping the flat looking as neat as a pin,
‘understand, they have now got to be
T:M with glasses for eye strain from
"atching moving pictures every afternoon
% 1o five minutes before six or five min-
‘s before whatever time the husband
“imes home.”

‘Well, there's one business moving

®n bolony mit

Hlures ain't improved none,” Birsky
:aj:mdﬂi ‘thut'ﬁ !i_n- rf‘gular theayte:
’}'thf1!:h'- Even on first nights n?\vadaye
s g gallery and balcony is empty

Pting the ushers and a couple oi
0% reporters with false mustaches and

Moked .,
ed glasses which was barred out by

the management for claiming that the
Follies should ought to be a stag. The
theayter managers is kicking something
terrible about the way the moving pict-
ures is eating into their business, Zapp.”

“Sure I know,” Zapp said. “and they
are their own worst competitors, Birsky.
It’s like if all the saloonkeepers would be-
come temperance lecturers because they
seen a chance to make a little money on
the side and then complained there was
no more profit in the liquor business,
y'understand. Every theayter manager
has got also a chain of moving picture
houses. They are killing the hen tha:
laid the golden eggs.”

“That's all right, too,” Birsky retorted.

“but compared with the golden eggs
which moving pictures is laying the old-
time theayter was a rooster, Zapp. And
not only is the moving picture fellers
making big money, but they ain't got to
invest not near as much capital as a reg
ular theayter manager. Take this herc
Belasco, for instance, which he special
izes on re-elastic shows with telephonc
switchboards, restaurants and doctors’ of-
fices, and supposing. for instance, he's got
a restaurant in it, y'understand, then
every night that show plays in New York
or Grand Forks or Sandusky or wher-
ever it happens to be, they put on the
stage a real restaurant, with coffee ma
chines and gas griddles, and they broil
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“If you see a man stand still on the sidewalk and make marks."”

Two

NALYZE
“Nowadays Everybody Has Got
Businesses — His

Regular

Business and the Moving Picture
Business,’’ Observes Birsky.

right there in front of the audience every
day steaks for ten or fifteen dollars, be-
cause Mr. Belasco is very artistic that
way. If he puts on a restaurant, it's put
on right; it don’t make no difference what
it costs; aber you take a moving picture
feller, and if he has got a fillum with a
restaurant in it, all he does is to go to a
restaurant and ask the feller that runs it
he should allow for a five-dollar note the
movie actors to carry on there, and pict-
ures is taken of it with a camera und
fertig. Then when you go to see the fil-
lum, understand me, they flash on the
screen:

NED DISCOVERS HIS
SISTER IN A FASH-
IONABLE BRO A D-
WAY RESTAURANT.

and afterwards they show the fashionable
Broadway restaurant, and on the wall is a
sign:

CON CARNE,

1D

CHILI

That's the difference between Mr. Belasco
and moving picture fellers. What do they
care about being artistic if it's going to
cost an extra ten dollars, Zapp? All they
want is to keep the expenses down.”
“That's where you make a big mis-
take,” Zapp declared. “Moving picture
fellers is eaten up with expenses. For in
stance, the wages which moving picture
fellers pays to their actors is something

terrible. Five hundred a week is small
already.”
“Well, why not?” Birsky retorted.

“Look what a moving picture acter is got
to do to earn his money. We will say. for
example, that he goes to work at nine
o'clock. At half past nine he goces up to
Central Park and falls out of an oitermo:
bile running thirty miles an hour. The
first time he falls out, maybe the feller
that works the camera wasn't looking, so
he's got to fall out again. This time
somebody moves the camera, so he falls
out a third time, and one way or another
they keep that actor falling out of an
oitermobile going thirty miles an hour
from half past nine to lunch time. Sup-
posing he does get five hundred dollars a
week. Is that a life? I ask you.”

“Just the same, it's a lot of money to
pay,” Zapp said, “and furthermore all the
moving picture actors gets contracts for a
year already.”

“But what is such contracts worth?”
Birsky asked. “If a moving picture feller
wants to get rid of such a contract, all he
has got to do is to get the party of the
second part to play Ned in a fillum where
Ned escapes from the Sheriff by leaping
on horseback from a cliff five hundred
feet high, y'understand, and the widow
can frame the contract and hang it in the
front parlor as a sowveneer of the two
weeks when her husband oluz lasholom
used to make five hundred dollars a
week.”

Zapp sighed heavily.

“I got a designer which has me under
a three years' contract since last Tuesday
already,” he said, “and if 1 could hire
Maxine Elliott for a model and C. M
Schwab for a salesman, I couldn’t get rid
of that murderer's designs for the cost of
the linings alone. There's big money in
it for somebody who could persuade that
liosher to play in a fillum where Ned gets
locked in a burning ranch by the Mexi
can for a thousand dollars a week. I
would pay two weeks' salary out of my
own pocket, “nd if they ain't got a ranch
to burn I would even scficuck the moving
picture concern a house out in Borough
Park which I got vacant on my hands
since 1913.7

“Maybe you think such a thing ain’t
possible that a waist designe: should get
a job as a moving picture actor?” Birsky

said. “Believe me, Zapp, the last thing in
the world which is necessary in the mov-
ing picture business is experience—in par-
ticular the actors and the people whick
writes the scenarios. You remember in
the old days, Zapp, that everybody
thought he could sell clothing. Well,
nowadays every Schiemiel thinks he could
be a moving picture actor, and most of
them are. It's the same way with writing
the scenarios. Take any retail drygoods
concern to-day, and everybody from the
cash girls to the store superintendent is
writing scenarios on the side. Also, Zapp,
if you go into a streetcar and the feller
opposite to you is talking to himsell.
y'understand, you might think he's a luna-
tic, Zapp, but as a matter of fact he ain’t
crazy by from three to ten doliars, on ac-
count he is doping out a scenario which
he would sell for somewheres around that
price to a moving picture concern. Fur-
thermore, if you see a man stand still on
the sidewalk and make marks on an old
envelope with a pencil, that ain’t no sign
that he's trying to figure how it could be
he is overdrawn at the bank two dollars
and forty-five cents. No, Zapp. A feller
could make a good living nowadays col-
lecting old envelopes and selling ‘em to
people to make memorandums of scen-
arios on.”

“ ther how do they do it?" Zapp ex-
claimed. “I could no more write a scen-
ario and get away with it as a check for
a million dollars.”

“That’s because you ain't never tried to
write a scenario,” Birsky said. “All you've
got to do is to take a play like ‘Hamlet,’
for instance, and you call Hamlet Ned
ind the King Mexican Louis. Then you
dictate the main points to a stenographer
and send it to a moving picture concern
which was formerly in the plumbing sup-
ply business or children’s knee pants, and
vou're bound to get away with it, Zapp,
because the only plays them fellers knows
anything about is shows they used to take
their customers to see, and if you are try-
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“He goes right away to a moving
pictures.”

ing to sell a customer goods, you natu-
rally don't take him to see ‘Hamlet." Am
I right or wrong?”

“You don’t take him to a moving pict-
ures, neither,” Zapp said.

“I know you don't,” Birsky replied.
“Asking a customer to go to a theayter
ind then taking him to a moving pictures,
Zapp, is the equivalence of inviting him
to lunch and then blowing him at a drug
store to an egg chocolate with malted
milk.”

“At that, there's lots of people makes
a luncheon off of chocolate malted milk.”
Zapp said

“They're welcome, for all of me,” Bir-
sky said, “but so long as I've got the price
I would stick to soup, meat, dessert and
coffee, and I'm the same way about going
to a show. When I go broke, I'll be a
moving picture fan too. Zapp, but as it
stands, when I feel like taking in a theay
ter I want to sce a show which was writ-
ten by an author, not a truck driver. Also
I like to hear an actor as well as see him
Zapp.”

“Me, too,” Zapp agreed, “and if he’s got
other talents besides falling out of an
oitermobile going thirty miles an hour,
Birsky, so much the better.”

Who Are the Fairies?

By Padraic Colum.

(48 frHO are the fairies?”
‘N I asked the question once of ar
old blind wanderer I met upon an
empty road in the west of Ireland. 1 can still
see his face Alled with intensity of conviction.

“The fairies,” he repeated. I will tell you
who the fairies are. God moved from his seat,
and when He turned round Lucifer was in it
Then hell was made in a minute. God moved
His hand and swept away thousands of angels.
And it was in His mind to sweep away thon
sands more. ‘0. Cod Almighty, stop!' said the
Angel Gabriel; ‘heaven will be swept clean out.'
‘I'll stop,’ said God Almighty. ‘Them that are
in heaven, let them remain in heaven: them
that are in hell, let them remain in hell, and
them that are between heaven .n hell, le:
them remain in the air.’ And the angels that
remained between heaven and hell are the fair
ies.”

What he said was as true to the man as one
of the Gospels, For those who have kept in
touch with the Celtic tradition it is necessary
to create a mighty origin for the fairies, or, as
they are called in Gaelic, “The Shee" (Sidhe).
The names that Shakespeare gave his English
elves—""Pease Blossom” and “Mustard Seed"—
could never be made apply to the Irish fairies,
for they belong to an order only lower than
that of the angels. An old Irish poet wrote of

them:

“Small wonder that their strength is great,
Since royal in estate are all:

Each hero’s head a lion's fell—

A golden yellow mane lets fall

“Comely and smooth their bodies are,
Their eyes the starry blue eclipse:

The pure white crystal of their teeth
Laughs out beneath their thin red lips.

“Good are they at man-slaying feats,
Melodious over meats and ale:

0Oi woven verse they wield the spell,
At chess-craft they excel the Gael.”

The Irish fairies are the old gods of the
Celts, and the people have not yet forgotten
that they are representative of great powers
1nd dominions. The popular attitude to them
is shown in the charm against the fairy power
that is still uttered in the Islands of Arran:

“We accept their protection,
And we refuse their removal;
Their backs to us,

Their faces from us,
Thro' the death and passion
Of our Saviour Jesus Christ.”

The first stanzas are from an old Irish poem
translated by the great Celtic scholar, Kuno
Meyer, and put into metrical verse by Alfred
Perceval Graves, The second was written
down from popular tradition by Professor
MacNeill, and is given in Dr. Hyde's collection
of folksongs, “The Religious Songs of Con-
nacht.”

Even in the most sophisticated parts of the
country the fairies are spoken of with respect:
they are “the good people,” and it is wise to
say little about them. It is known that they
take away handsome children and sometimes
brides. They delight in music, and often they
carry off a good fiddler or piper to attend
them in their revels under the “rath,” or grassy
mound.

The two preternatural beings most spoken
about in Ireland are the leprechaun and the
banshee. The leprechaun is only the artisan
of the fairies. But he knows where their
crocks of gold are hidden. He is a very little
fellow, and he is always engaged in his trade of
shoemaking. If you are near a “rath” or an
old castle you may hear the sound of his ham-
mering. If you discover the fellow, draw
close to him without making a sound that
would betray you. If you are lucky you may
be able to take him in your grasp. Then ask
him where those crocks of gold are hidden.
Insist upon his telling you, and do not let
your mind be dissipated by his excuses. But
in the end he will cheat you. He will say or
do something that will distract your atten-
tion, and when you look again the leprechaun
will have disappeared.

The banshee is a tragic invention. She
stays near a house and wails for the one who
is about to die. Those who know how piercing
it is to hear the keen, or the people's lament
for the dead, will realize what a terrible visitant
the banshee would be. In all respects this
lone, mysterious creature is like the keener
or mourner for the actual dead. These who
have looked upon her describe her as drawing
a comb through her hair. She is probably
tearing out her hair in the manner of the old
mourners, The banshee haunts only the fami-
lies of the “high Milesian race”—that is, the
people who are entitled to have an “"O" or a
“Mac"” belore their names. And she wails
only for those who are descendants cof noble
families.



